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The second book of 
the History of the 
Brotherhood of the 
Knights of Dawn. 
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For many days the 
trio of Arduain, the 
golden Bard of the 
White Rose, Wolf 
Asgrim the Wise, and 
the inigmatic 
poet/philosopher, 
Ecanem Farseer 
continued to search 
for their missing 
leader, Pyros. The 
sky grew darker with 
each passing day as 
winter began to set in. 
The weary trio rarely 
spoke, but continued 
their silent trek, lost 
in thought over the 
fate of their beloved 
friend. 

Arduain's thoughts 
returned to the small 
girl they had 
encountered on the 
high road. So lost in 
thought was he that 
his tortured body 
barely noticed the icy 
chill of the northern 
winds that whipped 
small curies of snow 
about his fur-lined 
cloak. Ahead Wolf 
reigned his horse 


aside and yelled 
instruction in the 
fierce wintery wind. 
With a nod Arduain 
pushed ahead to 

search for a sheltered 
grotto to place their 
weathered pavillion. 
Meanwhile, Wolf and 
Ecanem began to are 
out on either side, 
watching for signs of 
the enemy as they 

had done countless 
times before on this 
unending nightmare 

of a journey. 

Arduain brushed 
away the dark 
clustered needles of 
the dense pines that 
scratched at his armor 
and tore at his cloak. 
The numbness in his 
fingers worried him 
as he jammed his 
hand on a branch. 

Suddenly the trees 
gave way to a small 
clearing that could be 
seen in the ephimeral 
light of the setting 
sun. Arduain paused 
a moment. Something 
wasn't right. The 
wind had stopped 
mysteriously and no 
snow lay on the soft 
velvetty grass of the 
hidden meadow before 
him. Something like 
firecies <itted 
about the <owers that 
bloomed on the gentle 
sloping hill at its 
center. Faint laughter 
could be heard amidst 
the soft buzzing of 
bees. The entire 


meadow seemed out of 
place and out of time. 

"I dont like it 
either. " growled 
Wolf as he sniffed 
the air. 

Arduain's weary 
body barely had 
strength to jump 
in surprise. After all 
these months he had 
still not grown 
accustomed to Wolf's 
silent movement and 
irritating habit of 
suddenly appearing 
next to him from 
the cover of the 
brush. Arduain 
smiled weakly as he 
recognized the gleem 
in his best friend's 
eye. “Yes,” he 
whispered, "It seems 
adventure has found 
us once again. . .” His 
sentence was cut off 
by the arrival of 
Ecanem as he crashed 
through the brush on 
his steed. Arduain 
almost managed a 
laugh through his 
frozen lips as he saw 
the frustration on 
Wolf's face. “Have 
patience, Wolf, he is 
young,” whispered 
Arduain, patting his 
shield-brother on the 
shoulder. 

"I think you may 
want to see this!” 
announced the excited 
philosopher -causing 
Wolf to grit his teeth 
while wincing in 
pain and disgust. 

"We know!” muttered 


the disgruntled 
warrior as he pushed 
passed the young man 
in golden armor. 

"What's wrong with 
him?” asked Ecanem 
cheerfuly. 

Arduain only 
smiled. 

"I have found a most 
amazing meadow.. ." 
began Ecanem. 

"Come, poet let's 
have a look at this 
meadow of yours,” 
laughed Arduain 
hoarsly. 

Slowly the friends 
began to enter the 
hidden glade. Side 
by side they rode, 
weary of the strange 
surrounding around 
them- for the air was 
warm and pregnant 
with the smell of 
pollen in the air. 
Arduain shook his 
head in disbelief as he 
watched strange 
creatures ¢it about 
from ower to 
cower. Taking off 
his weathered helm, 
he strained to get a 
closer look at the 
strange little 
creatures so busy at 
work. His weary 
eyes widened and he 
leaned forward in the 
saddle to get a closer 
look at one of the 
diminuative beings 
hovering near him. It 
was a tiny human- 
like creature with two 
lovely gossimer wings 
that hummed as it 


hovered in mid air. 
His playful 
companion watched 
Arduain with as 
much interest as he 
watched it. 

"What are they?” 
snarled Wolf as he 
swatted vainly at some 
of the curious 
creatures that 
frolicked about his 
head. Ecanem 
laughed softly, "I 
think they are 
children of the 


virtues.. .” 
Arduain stared in 
disbelief. " You mean 


fearies?” he asked. 
The conversation was 
interupted abruptly as 
the curious creatures 
suddenly turned to 
face the center of the 
glade, their heads 
cocked as if listening 
for some faint sound. 
Then with a chitter 
of excitment they 
darted away to circle a 
light that had appeared 
at the top of the hill 
dominating the 
center of the strange 
little meadow. 
Arduain and Wolf's 
eyes met fora 
momement and with a 
nod they rode ahead to 
investigate the 
strange, errie glow 
that sang a growing 
melody at the center 
of the glade. The song 
was an errie music 
that began to grow 
with the light and fill 
the hidden meadow. It 


chased away the 
darkness as it danced 
outward from the the 
lush green lawn of 
the hill in an ever 
growing circle of light 
that encompassed the 
three riders moving 
toward its origin. A 
brilliant light erupted 
from the hilltop as the 
song rose toa 
cresendo. The 
companions reigned in 
their horses and 
watched in awe the 
devine figure that 
emerged from the 
light's center, robed in 
glory and song. The 
tiny creatures circled 
her like tiny planets 
around a star. All 
moved and swayed ina 
breathtaking dance of 
life and energy. 
Arduain slipped from 
his steed and knelt to 
the ground, 
instinctivly aware 
that he was in the 
presence of something 
beyong mortality. 
Without a word, Wolf 
and Ecanem did the 
same. The figure 
moved toward them, 
gliding above the the 
ground as she came. 
She seemed to ow 
and illumine with the 
pulsing heartbeat of 
the light that bathed 
them in the splendor 
of the other realms. 
Arduain could feel 
her loving eyes as he 
knelt before her. 
For what seemed an 


eternity, all creation 
seemed to wait for the 
immmortal to speak. 

Her words were 
soft yet echoed loudly 
in their souls. 
"CHILDREN OF 
MAN.... I AM 
COMPASSION. I 
AM COME TO GIVE 
YOU A GIFT AND TO 
ANSWER THE 
QUESTION 
BURNING IN YOUR 
HEARTS.” 

Her words sang out 
like a choir of 
nightingales, each 
syllable hanging 
sweetly in the air. 
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Thus ends the 
second book of the 
Origin of the 
Brotherhood of the 
Knights of Dawn. 
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